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CHAP. XIV.

Li'ctte and Poul.

You EU-t go up a great many flights of
ft- r« Icf rc you reach the modest chamber in
v !: h I/:-Hte"tho cmbroideroES sits, plying her
r.,,J'e. I.ike King David's sparrow, ebo is
L]_,r. f Ti the houKtop. The houoe in which

ret'.i'*« is rituatcd in the Rue Blanche, quite
it the end, nnd clos® to th® barrier. It is
r,.jrrr iho oprn oountry, on higher ground,
&cd the air there is purer than in the heart of
At In'J city. It is of very unpretending apr:3i!-e, itnd the approaches to it aro by no

i, .t s t f the pkaeantcst. The portcreeb'a hus>j- ] i- a ta.' r, and works on a kind of shelf
f.ieJ, cr rather suspended, by some mysterious

r.«it ( staples aua coras, in a corner
if tfrir small lodgp, roar the door. Their
t; tirg nparlmeat is & curious contrivance to
t space, and is formed by another
e. n'ainatien ef shelves reaching across the furthercud < f the lodgo^ about seven feet from
the fl xt. Thoy attain it by means of a iadder.
la foraite.ro is a mattress, laid on the boards,
r.n 1 it- conveniences about three feet of spr.ee
tei^ccn i: and the ceiling, and a cord, comcimicittiog with tho latch of the outer gate,
*} '. a it lifts, on tho prinoiplo of the bobbin
mentioned in the talo of Little Red Riding
H d. The tailor's name is Flammeche, but
!i< is a irender of tho Constitution, as well as
(f tattered garments, and professes opinions of
a eery decided radical tendency. Ho has
a 'pronounoed " prcdiloction for "property in
atiiBiyn," but believes that "property" which
dwO* not belong to himeeif is "robbery."
Madame Flanirr.coho is a person of military

.mfoccdenta, and of somewhat marital inclinatns. The tailor is ber sixth husband. Her
prr.vini husbands, or, as she pleased to call
U.ori. her "foregoing," wcro warriors. NumIcrQue was a bombardier, who first lost an
tin s.n l then his head. Number Two was a

trcr.udior. He was ehot in a skirmish, in
Spain. Number Three was a dragoon, whom

c cupwoaee to fcave been mado prisoner by
ii* English, hot who, not making his appeartno within a reasonable ticio. she gavo up in
f-r r of Number Four. Ho was a lancer, of
i»Lun the Cossaehs disposed in tbo retreat
f. iu Moscow. Number Fivo was a sapper,

;.o wrs unfortunateiy blown to pieces by the
tx;icn of a mine. Then the peace came,
fuu Madame withdrew from the military line,

.j l .l. to kc1!:cc fried potatoes, in a stall on
ii... y, i Xivf. riammecho wa* first captivatedly the c::srne.-s of her potatoes, on which
hi used to ejtculato to the extent of two sous
neitk every day; aDd soon after, by tho blaniims.cateof the lady herself. His proposals
v trc accepted, and tho widow of the five warri-r; became tho wife of what popular prejuuco has reduced to a vulgar fraction of man! '!h iie has continued her savory cocupationup to tbo present time. There is a barracknut fir off, and her cookery is in renown

umicgat the soldiers, who patronize her txiasiTely, chltliy on aooount of her former
ejection with various regiments, through
1ft f.regoing." Her establishment may bo
ltd to c irobvne the principal departments of
the oommi^ariat, for sbo a'so sells " wines
w-1 sp:n*s.' lii tino weather, she carries on
h<>r business, in tho open air, outside of the
fouee. on iho causeway. In wet weather, and
mail, it is conducted under the large gateway.The immediate atmosphere is always
ttrcngl) impregnated with the fumes of boilir.gfat. It i'- contained in a largo iron cauldrcnset op on a charcoal fire, mado in a tripodalfurnace. Sbo is usually to be seen elivcrir.gand .«!:> ing potatoes. Without one in her
hand, and her knife.liko Psganini and his
violin.-.ho would bo incomplete. Sho entertainsp iitics as w ell as her husband; but havircbeb need to the "old armv." her notions
.'e imperialist, arid Bcnapartiet, as ft matter
f ci;nr o. In person she is small, dry, and

kir^. with r. complexion very much
like that of n chestnut, from exposure to the
r ;n and to the vicisitudes of climate. She is
fcneraiiy attired in a cotton gown of ft showy
i*'t rn. " a an bibbed apron, and wears
i ;cd Madras handkerchief twisted nround
her head r.m beneath the folds of which
f-e ye .» few stray curia of dark hair, now

" 1 with ri ver. This is a remnant of co't'letry.q lite pivrdonable in one who formerly
rert'd h r claims to admiration upon the profir'.n of her chevclure.

L.aving Ma lame Flftmrncche at her ordinaeeupvaon.and saluting her as ho passes, a
M'tn in .1 blouse makes his way up the

11! a s of £t:'.irs, to I/.sette's apartment. He
i" irqv.r ^l v.b thor she is at home, and rc"Tr an answer in the alhrmative." It hnt

g no t- clvo, and be h: a apparently lefl
i igbh rhood, for his bonds and

no e«>v»-rcd with splashes of paint. Hit
"! " manly and preporscsting, though

'isr 1 ard, which Lo wears uncut, addf
'*

' y "irs to 1-i * r°al °ge.tin ri ching the d<X)r of Liscttt's apartmentlie knocks gently.^ a c in, rays tho soft voico we know of
t; e jmrg man accepts the invitation.
1h, lYul," exclaims Lisctto, on seeing hime young man hiss taken off his cap on cn

PT"ig. He Approaches her with a respcctfnJ iic stoopirg over her as she sits at th<
7 Rt her embroidery, kisses her cn thi

T' ^ ' llo thr-n t." Irofl la ,<U!« nn/1 riko
... II vunu. UUU OilO uv/»f 4|l>y her ride.

1 i;eris ;i beautiful view from the windowo\ !o"L;r . the l atUt <!: Montmartre, and theiv' i-'ii' i.r>d tLc plains beyond, in the dirccc*n iji Si i)inu, A (lower-rtand occupies thtec. y-6 in front of tLe window, and oontain*'J ir three y ot = of autumn lloweriDg plants'T »n lull b! «om. Amcngst them is a Emal' io e, which' appears to havo receiverh ul Rt'cnticn. It is in yigorouB growth, amer°i w;th buds in various stages of progress' iere is a largo cage, 0n a table at one end c
" room, lited up w.th nest-boxes, and otheuviuicnoea for the imnatcs, most of whon7 ever, are flying in all directions about th'V-riment. They come to Liselta when eh* them, which the does, new and tberfftoli \ j name, and givss them a tiny crum1 sweet cake. I'p iu ono corner, with a cag' : invlf. on the outcido of which he i1 r.hed consequentially, arranging his pit! * *! S Rr'ing When he is in tbc mind^* i bo is not this morning.ho anewero t

' namo ol Coco. Ho has picked up a goon-iTiy wordi. in the oourso of his checquere«l V'l ~3' ^ he jerks up now and then, i& ready, guttural tone. It caonot be calledTvl°e- He would seem to ba over looking fo*, b>r ho repeats tho words " to-morro\
' to-morrow," more often than any othen'Jcpt a j-cculiar oath of a mild charactenamely, "sacre bleu," which, literally tran

means sacred blue, and nothing els
'-c are Lisette's household pets, ineludit

neighbors the sparrows, who aseer

j'"H e gutter and on her window-sill,j*;KC li jLi. and keep up a constant and quarti-vme convereation.
-r apartnnnt is large, though not lofty.

; n alcove etands her bed, modestly eonoeab
"-f a drapery The furniture is of walnv
R*ely pohshv d. So is the floor ; it is of r
'Jig. but little square piecee of carpet are «
"fore t!:o chair'1 to prevent, in some measui
Ue cold striking to the feet. There is also
'rangemcnt of shelves, forming a book-oai j*T 1 on a small table at the head of the b

I K a thick volume, on which may be retI t't«apcd iu black letters on the outer, the Ul
I Bible" It would appear to have beI oeatly used, lor there is a mark in it. If 1I «Oek wcro opened, the mark would point to II h«e»ge.I -\nl there fchall come forth a rod out

the stem of Josse, and a branch shall grow oat
of his roots."
The young girl has learnt to understand the

meaning of the mysterious passage, and has
dwelt npon the promise it inoplios.

' It is kind of you to eome and see me, Paul,"
she says to the young man, presently."so
unexpectedly, too."

' One oannot bo too kind to $ou, Lisette," he
observes, gazing tenderly at her. " I am employednear hero, and 1 thought I would just
come fn to ask news of you."

u I am better.muoh better," she said, in
reply; " and I hene to go on improving now.
t shall bo quito well in time."

To-morrow, to-mo^ow ! " interjected the
starling, looking aoroes at bis mistress.
"Ah, ah! jealous!" exclaimed the young

girl. " Ho has been sulky all the morning,"
she continued, addressing Paul. " Your arrivalhas put him on bis better behaviour. He
is as jealous as Othello."

" Saorod blue ! " «said the starling.
"Come, thon, monBter," said Lisotto, holding

out her finger to the bird; "eomo and make
friends, and then leave us alone."
Tho docile bird came at his mistress's bidding,end perched on bor flower. She then

allowed him to carees her lips with his bill, and
gavo him a email pieco of sponge-cake, with
which ho immediately flew away, back to his
cage.

' I have often wondered you do not lose
your pets," obterved Paul, "for I have observed
you do not seem to mind even leaving tho windowopen, when they are flying about."

" I am not afraid,' she replied. " They love
me." And she smiled.
The young man colored deeply. He had net

thought of that; yet it must bo bo. What thing
could love her and leave her ?

" You still work, then, as hard as ever,* ho
said, presently.

" How should I live, clee ? " she answered
" Fortunately, I have only tho best work, and
my necessities are few."

' To-morrow! to-morrow 1 to-morTOwl"
chimed in the starling.

" Do ycu hear what Coco Fays ? " asked the
young man, somewhat gravely.

" Sufficient to tho day is the evil thereof,"
responded Lieetto, cheerfully, thinking of the
great Book.

' I know you are marvellously sustained,"
remarked Paul; " but that, notwithstanding
your wiee saws, Mies ".he was now addrcpsingher playfully." ar.d your heedlessness
about the future, you are ever saving, und puttinga trifls by against rainy days."
"We mast not understand too literally, always,"eLe replied, " the wisdom of the Scriptures.I cannot help beirg induetrious. It is

a necessity of my nature. My real wante are

vory few, which ia also another natural failing".nhcuniled."and my embroidery is
very well paid. There ia the whole mystery."

" Yes ; but pleasure, Lisette."
il * i i i. it _i n i i m
/vcu wiiai may you can pleasure, raui « '

she responded. " If you mean balls, fctop, spectacles,and euch like, they have no attractions
for me, in the first place; and ;n the pecond,
my health and strength are not equal to dissipation."
"And all is vanity," added tho young man,

somewhat sarcastically.
" Yes, Paul," she said, lifting her eyes to his

fnoo as she spoke. " You do not see it, perhsps.
You think me too serious, evon, may be. but
it is the truth, and I believe it."

" TU&t Protestant pastor has turned your
brain, Lisctte," retorted he, with a little
warmth. " This religion ie all very well in its
place; but it wr« never sent to make folks
gleomy, r.cd to deprive life of its few coneclatlona."

She bold her peace, and resumed her embroidery.It was an old theme. They did not
see alike, and she did not feel disposed to pureuotho controversy.
Ho addressed her again:
" but for your over-etrained religious notions,

I might have been happy long ago. I cannot
bear to eca you work, work, work, ever and
always work, work, work, and, as it seems to
me, without an object. I don't wish you to
work. I want to work for you. I can earn

enough for both of un, and to spare."
Lisetto continued plying her needle industriously,but did not speak.
" bcidos, decs not a young motherless girl

require a protector?" ho continued; "and
what better, what more legitimate protector,
except perhaps a brother, whom you have not,
or a father, whom you have, but

" Paul! Paul!" eho ejaculated, locking up.
f iit « T 11 A j _i - u:
" v\ ci!, I win noi pay a woru uuuut mui,

then,'-' he paid; " bat in the absonoo of theso,
what better protector can you have than a

husband ?"
" To protect mo against what ?" she asked

quietly.
" Against what 1n why, against.against:

do I know ? Arc there not dangers to which
every young girl is exposed?" he answered,
rather pettishly.

" 1 have never placed myself in the way of
them, Paul," she replied. " Against the ordi
nary dangers of life," she added, " I require

'< no other protection than that which Providence
i extends to all who trust in h:s goodness and
' mercy."
i ' I know you have an answer always ready,"
i ho went on to say. " You always seom to be

right, and that is why 1 become angry and an,noyed with myself when I oppose you in aDy
way. Mo*, indeed, Lisotte, I am very unhap»py "

The tears stood in his eyes, though he st fled
the sob that wub risiDg. She looked up. and

- extended her hand, which be pressed, anu cov1ered with kisses.
3 " And do I make you so, Paul ?" sbo asked.
3 "Yes, and no," he answered; "I am happy
) when I reflect that you love me, but wretched

when 1 find you always avorse to hearing rue

, speak of marriage. 1 then think you cannot
r love me; otherwise''

" Paul, Paul," she exclaimed, with flashing
b cheek and moistening eyes, " it is bettor for
b both of us that wo should remain as wo are."

"To-morrow.till to-morrow," said the Btarli:
1"UK3" Allons! There is that provoking bird ci
i yours, offering hie advice, now," eaid Paul, hall
». angrily, but unable, notwithstanding, to refprees a emile. " But tell me why you alwayi
r eay it is better for us to remain so 1"
i, " Do not ask me, Paul, if you love me," she
o responded, gravely. Have I not been very ill
e and am I sure my term of life"
i, "There, there! always that gloomy fore
b boding," he ejaculated, interrupting hor, ye!
;e looking anxiously at her frail figure, and pale
is palo face. " Do not, Lisette, talk so, or yoi
i- will drivo me to something doeperate. Do yoi
- rot confess you feel better? Are you not bet
:o ter, too, really ? " he added,
d " Sometimes," she said; " bnt do not pres
d tho question now, Paul, I conjure you."
n He saw eho was affected, for tho tears fcl
a fast on her embroidery, and Bhe spoke with ai

r- effort. So he pausod. Presently she address
v, ed him again.
i; " And Paul," she said, gravely, "your assooi
r, ation with those dangerous men is to me a die
s- oouraging reflection. 1 tremble lest you shoul
e. bo compromised in some of those conspiracie
ig which, wo all know, are on foot, and whm
a- have brought misary and ruin upon so many,
in "Kb, but what do women understand abot
x- politics!" be exclaimed. "Would you ha\

me scouted by my oomrades? We all have on

In opinions, and we are pledged to abide by thon
ed Besides, if I sacrificed them, Lisette, would thi
it, chADge your views in respect of oor marriage
ed Answer me!"
let « Truth obliges me to say it would not, Paul
re, she replied, calmly, "but it would increase m

an confidence in you, and make me believe yc
Be, capable of a sacrifice for my sake."
ed And do you doubt it, Lisotte ?" ho asked
td, "Doit!" was her reply,
lie, " Y ou ask me to betray my comrades," 1
too said, " my honor.nay, 1 will even say oi
he common country. You must not put my lo'
:ho to this test, Lisette, for it would not be a fa

one. You know 1 am bound by an oath".
of " 1 do not ask you to betray any one," si

observed; " I only ask yon, for your own sake
as well as for mine, to renounce your dangerousassociation with revolutionists. Will youpromise me this ? n

" I will promise to consider of it," he replied." But, Lisette, am I to have no premise from
you in return ? "
"And what would you havo me proiniso you,Paul?"
"To take me soon fcr your husband. Lisette.

To fix the day when I may call you mine, and
when 1 may consider i have the right to commandyou to let me work for both of ua."
He had again taken her hand, which he held

now between both his own. Ho spoke earnestly,and she felt that thoso words came from his
heart. Nor did she prevent his carrying her
hand to his lips, again and again, aficr be
ceased speaking; neither did Gho oppose his
kissing hor on tho forehead. But sho said
nothing, only the tears fell faster, and she
sobbed.

"Lisette, answer me," he said, after waiting
eomo seconds.

" I will cons;der, too," she replied.
Ho released her hand, and slio resumed her

work. He Btook gazing at hor a few momenta,
and then said:

"Lieotte. I am going ; good bye."
" Good bye, Paul," she reapondod, smiling

as he withdrew, " good bye."
Oaco moro ho kissed her on ber forehead,

and then ho was gone.
" To-morrow ! Till to-morrow !" exclaimed

the starling, and flew from his cage to perch
on Lisctto'e shoulder.

For the National 2r».
TOIL.

BY BLANCHE BEKNAIRDK.

What is toil? A mine of wealth,
Filled with vast and variod treasure.

What ij toil? A fount of health.
Pure and clear, imparting pleasure.

What la toll? The poor man's friend,
Bringing food for his to-morrow.

What ia toil ? Wherewith to send,
Rich relief, to these in sorrow.

What is toil? A flower that yields
Fragrant odors, giving giuJness.

What is toil? Beheld the fields,
Ripe and ftill, dispelling sadness.

What is toil? A boon to earth,
Bringing health, and wealth, and power.

What is toil ? A gem of worth,
Making bright the dark-st hour.

What is toll? The student's light.
Crowning him with fame and glory.

What is toil? A ship In sight,
Liden.rich.no fabled story.

What is toil? Man's trusty guido,
Ilia defence.bis path of duty.

What is toil ? Tho poet's bride,
Wreathed with flowers, and bright with beauty.

Philadelphia, Pa.

For the National Era.

HOLLY-WOOD.
BY ALICE CARET.

CIIAP. Ill Concluded.

Martha, who had a taste for visiting, aoocptodat onco tho invitation. Then she hid
her own interests in viow.she desired to consultMr. Richards as to tho boat mode cf investingher five hundred dollars, for she seemed
to regard the judgment ot my lather as interiorto that of most other men. We were soon

ready; I wore tho new pink dress with a black
ribbon, some buds of the ewcct-brier in ray
heir, and for once was quite well eatitfied with
my toilet.
Doko wound himself about Martha like a

vine, as she was about to depart, and in a loud
whisper enjoined her to brirg home her pockethandkerchieffull of good stuff, for that if ehe
failed, he would lick all tho orcam off the milk
basins.
The walk was delightful; the young dandelionswere bright along tho grass, which was

softly green, and the tinkling of the runs along
the hollows made sleepy music for the homewardflying of tho birds and the bees. Mar-
tha conversed with indiscriminate volubility,
greatly to my mortification, for I could not but
feel that Mr. Richards was rather amused than
entcrtainod. She would not have found so
much to say in a month at home, as she said
daring that short walk ; home was no place
for tho exercise of her charming talents. It
was not worth while to try to make the old
houso like other people's houses.
Something of the old embarrassment returnedto me, when 1 found myself tho guest of

Mr. Richards. The simple but elegant furnishingof the parlor had tho effect to di»conoertme, and c.11 Mr. Ricbards'a polite efforts to
entertain mo wore dead failures. 1 was unaccustomedto tho requirements of gentle breeding,and, h&vicg little of the rustic independencecommon to my class, 1 was alike unfitted
for the station in which I was born, and for a

higher one. I tried to seem happy, for I saw
our hoet exerting ail his powers to give me

pleasure, and while I felt myself ungrateful, I
oould with difficulty subdue tho bitterness of
tho dissatisfied spirit within. I did not cuce
reflect that I had my part to act, that 60 much
kindness deserved some return; that it was

wrong to eit dumb like an idiot, expeoting the
attention of a princess, and yet scorning the
homage I demanded.
Ah me! it was hard to deal justly with me.

ignorant and proud, rustio and refined, ambitiousand humble, anxious to please, yet
ashamed to make one effort to do so.

Miss Finchutn was most cordial, doing the
duties of hostess with much ease and grace.
she was delighted that Mrs. Halstcad had
deigned to aoccpt their hospitality. Our unsociabilityhad been a matter of regret to Mr.
Riohards and herself.she hoped we should be
good neighbors in future. She was delighted
that her friend had brought the little girl; and

F she patted my cheek, sayiog she hoped I was

F good, and minded my mother. Then, putting
her handkorchief to her eyes, she said, u if our

» dear little Harry were alive, he would be a nioe
playmate for you; but as it is, 1 am afraid our

house will prove a dull place, though Mr.
, Riohards is fond of children, as you eee."

" Massy sakes! " exclaimed the widow, " if
- that aint the beatcnest thing I ever see.prettending like a* if you thought Molly was a lit-
, tie gal.why, eho has been old enough to be
i married this three year. She knows much
i as you or me, and she is right down good com-pany on any subject." I thanked Mrs. Wilkinsonfor her oompliments, but assured her
s that I was certainly a child in knowledgo; at

which she shook her head, saying ehe didn'l
J belieyo a word of it. She then inquired if 1
a could make bread and butter, if I could work
y- a button-hole, and do nice swing.asserting

that if I was ignorant in any respoot pertain
i- ing to household accomplishments, she was the
v- woman to teach me.ehe was old enough tc

d have derived the advantages of experience, and
8 not so old as to have experienced any di:n;nu
h tion of any faculty.

In Bhort, she set forth all her domestic vir
't tues without any stint of their excellence.

Miss Pinchum, during this self-lauding o

ir the widow, kept her eyes fixed on the groa
object of her thoughts, to ascertain in wha

it manner he was affected; but, finding him quit
unmoved, she resumed her half-suspended com

}} plaoency, deolaring that she really must hav
i been very stupid to suppose me so young; am

iy she appealed to Mr. Richards to know if h
>u didn't think her stupid; to which he replied

briefly, in the affirmative.
" Now, did you ever!" exclaimed Miss Pinch

um ; and she added, shaking her finger plaj
ie fully, " Naughty man, to plane me so."
ir "Are vou weather-wise, Mrs. Halstead ?
ve exclaimed Mr. Richard-', looking from th
'ir window, and affecting obliviousness to the ter
. der appeal of Miss Pinchum ; 44 it seems to m
tie the olouds wear a threatening aspect."

Martha ehivercd, and aaid the air did feel a
little like rain, and tho widow took occAeion to
move her chair near the window whoro Mr.
Richards Bat.

Miss Pinohum grew nervous; sho thought
we had better, all of us, come nearer the fixe,whi h had been kindled as tho ovoning came
on. But tho object of her Bpccial regard was
per£.-ctly com fortab!o and inapprehensive ; po
wew; wo all, thoagh I, to oblige Miss Pinchum.
joined her at the tire.

<( Ro all come and form a circle ; you don't
seen* sooiable," persisted Miss Pinchum.

" Pray allow us to consult our pleasure," repliesMr. Richards.
Miss Pinchum joined tho group at tho window}and, placing her hand against the sash,and looking fondly at the goatleman, siid :
*' Yrill Irnntr hr.ur lioKl** vau folra aaIJ

and yet disregard my entreaties; " and, us she
spcko, sho held up her apron between tho
faoes of the widow and our host, under pxotonceof ecrocning him from the wind.

Presently, a butterfly, having red wings,
spotted with black, balanced itself cu a wand
of the rose-bush at the window, and, with an
exclamation of delight, Mr. Richards raised
the sash, and broke off the ulcndor stem on
which it rested.

" O, Mr. Richards, what is it ? " criod Mise
Pinchnm, holding up both bauds. " What is
it.a little bird ? "
"No, madam; it's a butterfly," replied the

person interrogated, without raising his eyes to
the lady.
"Mercy on us, how ignorant!" ch:med in

the widow. 111 knowed it was a butterfly ; I've
seen a thousand.them's a kind that feed on
danderlions.tome says they don't live but
tliree days, and scmo says they live six. I bolieveI am about as much inclined to think
thoy live three days, aa 1 am to think they live
6ix."

" Ah!" replied Mr. Richards, in a tone
which indicated great edification, " you are a
close observer of Nature, animate and inanimate,I should think."

" Well, when I've ecen a thing oncet, I don't
want to sec it twicot, to know what it is," repliedthe widow, easting a sidcloug look at
MiES Pinchum. But that lady was not to be
discouraged from her assumption cf ignorance
and innocence; she had takc^ a fancy that it
was pretty and well pleasing in tho cyos of
her patroD, whose (lisiiko cf masculine women
she was aware of. Nowise daunted by the
widow's sharp thruBt, the resumed with."O,
Mr. Richards, do they live in tho West, or do
they come from some other country ?"

" O, in the Wetst. cf oourse."
"How big is the West, Mr. Richards?"
" 1 believe it's rather an indefinite term, at

present; ia it not, Mrs. Wilkinson?"
"Why, no," replied that lady; "it means

Ohio and Kentuck, and the Mississippi walley;and these ere butterflies live mostly along
water-courses, so Borne Bays, and some says
they live mostly on dry, Lilly ground ; for my
part, I think I'vo seen as irm&y by watercoursesas I have on Lilly ground."
"How far could ono fly, Mr. Richards?"

continued the maiden lady.
" Really I am not euflciently a naturalist to

warrant a guess."
"Some bays," answered tho widow, "thoy

can fly as far us a swaller, and eomo jays thoy
oan't fly wigorously; for my part, 1 am as
much inclined to one belief as t'other."
"Did I ever see ono before, Mr. Richards?"

said Miss Pinohum, looking irresistibly in Lis
faoo.

" Really, I am unablo to say."
If I had, 1 think I would remember it, be.

,hil*1 "ottA'1
Tho gentleman was absorbod in contemplationof tho insect, and made no reply.
''You are so naughty, you won't fccll mo

about butterflies, nor anything.'' And Miss
Firchum effected to pout.
Mr. Ilicbards joined me, for I hid remained

by the lire, and placing the butti rliy in a book,
laid it on my lap, and entered into a disquisitionon butterflies in genera).

Miss Pinchum ceased pouting, and telling
rao she had something so pretty to show me.
led me out of the room.

" A mere pretence," she said, when wo were

alone; '' but I thought you would be glad to

escape a little while, that old widow ie such a

bore. She baa got the biggest, ugliest eyes 1
ever beheld; but wo have to bo civil, you
know. Mr. Richards was saving, the other
day, that wo must make up our minds to treut

you all kindly."
I would tot gratify the busybody so much

as to notice the implied condescension ; but 1
felt my soul withering, and, excusing myself
walked alone in tho garden, wishing 1 was at

home, preparing tea for Charley.wishing I
had never ecen Mr. Richards.wishing I was

dead, and indulging in a thousand wrcngheartcdreflections.
With hurried and irregular etcpe I trodfcip

and down the emcoth walks, endeavoring to
build up some aelf-rc^pcct. In ail probability,
tho rasping weapon Miss Pinchum had used
was of her own invention ; nevertheless, that
eho bad rightly interpreted the feelings of our

neighbor, I could r.ot doubt; and, with tears

brimming up to my eyes, I turned toward the

houto, firmly resolved that, once more at home,
I would never re enter the door whero everythingserved to remind mo of the immeasurable
distance between what I wap, and what I
would bo.
At the gate 1 was mot bv our host, who had

come in search of mo, and who conducted mc
to the tea-table, apparently unobservant of mj
depression.

The delioacios before me were not at all appetising; 1 had not boon used to the silver service,aud the freedom with which Martha
flourished her knife from the main dishes to
her mouth caused my cheeks to tiDgle and my
hand to tremble, albeit the affability of our

host was never so great. For myself, I was

the recipient cf an embarrassing portion of
civilities, inasmuch as I neither understood
how to receive nor reciprocate them. 1 would
have gone with Dr. Roberts to his cottage that
night, right willingly; but the opportunity was
lost, and, scathed aud scorched, 1 have walked
alone through the fues of love unrequited.
There is no doubt in my mind but that the

fall harvest of affection onoe yielded up, there
remains little worth the gleaning. A broken
heart may be boand up, but the broken faith
cannot be made wholo, and distrust and calcu'lation have their share in all second attach!menta; and the wild, tumultuous tbrobbiDgs
which once drowned every voice to silence, not
in consonance with the heart's desires, are

oalmod by one great disappointment to an

everlasting rest.
Blessed is she whose dream is never broken

by the obduracy of fate; blessed is she who
mates herself early, with a yuke-fellow whose

; steps are likely to keep even with hot* own, and
who never allows her sober wishes to stray beyondtbe hearth or the next market town. I
am doubtful if great talent bo a blessing to
woman.unallied to beauty, it is oerteinl^ a

j misfortune ; for what is the hollow admiration
" - ** « ! 1

> Ot the world, woue mere is uu one inuiviuum

L drawn closer to as than the rest ? And men

require, in women, qualities quito the oontrarj
to those which they admire in their own sex.

. softness, beauty, dependence; therefore, she
who is capable of standing alone is likely tc

f stand so all her life.
t The sparring between the maiden and the
t widow was ounous to witness,
a "Don't, my dear Mrs. Wilkinson, don't trj
. to eat tho hard crust," said Miss Pinchum, raa

b liciously; "now, I prefer it."
i " So do I," replied the widow; " and as foi
a my teeth, why they are as strong as a stone

I, hammer."
Mr. Richards said she was fortunate; 4ha

i. Mise Pinchum had had occasion to call on th<
- dentist, he believed, very frequently; and hi

continued, as if in enjoyment of the pain hi
" inflicted, " You ladies are not what women uso<

e to be in my mother's day. Yon. Mrs. Wilkin
i- son, seem to retain all your natural vigor o

c mind and body, and, 1 need not say, unabatci
personal attractions; but as for our friend, Mis

Pinchum, eho ia eo artificial that I doabt if
thcro ho any of the original Miaa Pinchnra
left.false hair, false teeth, and one false eye,haven't you ?"
But Mise Pinohum could not laugh ; it was

no use to try; and, almost choking with indignation,ehc replied:
"My heart ia not falso, at any rate ; and

that ia ruoro than can be said cf some persona,and I gueas eome other persona will find it
out."

" Then you admit my defect ia not quite so
ohvioda as youra; but f plead guilty to youraccusation, for if I have any heart, I have not
boon conscious of it for a long time."

*' I don't know Mia3 Piuchum'a opinion,".:i_ it i.4 *
CPIU wiuuw, uu* *ur nij i****, I
think a mm without & heart id Letter than
none."

" Exoollent," responded Mr. Richard# ;" then
my caao is not hopeless, desperate a# it is.
What ray you, Mies Halatead ? "
"That you hftvo nothing to fear, ccrtain,y':\" I wish I was dead!" exclaimed Miss Pinchora,setting by her tea-cup, and suffering the

tears to drop in unoonoealed freedom down
her cheeks.

" Are yoa ill ? and what can bo done to serve
you ?" &«ked our host.

" Now. you needn't pretend any interest you
don't fee!," repliod the injured woman, sobbingall the while, " you might iust as well say
you hate mo at cnoo, and wish 1 was dead and
out of your way : if you only wait a little longer1 will bo, for I can't endure this way of livingmuch loDger.and when you havo had rao

ueconily buried, you may go and marry Mrs.
Wilkinson, or Aliss Halstead. if you want to,
cs soon as I am cold, Mr. Richards." At this
point, the poor woman became too muoh agitatedto eay more.
A flu*h of fire pa«sod over the face of our

host, and left it pale ; his intense anger made
him calm, and he replied, in a low, steady voice,
"You have surprised and pained me, madam,
but as to wishing you dead, your life and death
are matters cf utter indifference to me; and a#
for marrying Mrs. Wilkinson, 1 doubt not but
that the would be quite us nvcrfo to such an
union as myself."
"What docs avoreo meant" asked the

widow, in my car; but Air. Richards, who
overheard the question, replied:

"It means, madam, that no possible combinationof ciroumrtanocs could bring about a

marriage between you and mo."
"If ever 1 stitch my eyes blind to make

pantaloons for you again, and face that ugly
b :11, and everything, to bring my work homo
to you, I hope I may be banged.that's all. As
for marrying you, I would cot have had you
tbe best day ever you saw; and now you are as

ugly as a mud fence, and as old as the hills.
Look at mo, iu my mourning.deepest kind.
do 1 lock like getting marriedV

"I can't pay that I think you do," replied
Mr. Richards, smiling, for tho ludicrous scene
h&d quite restored his good humor.

" Ycu are a great old fool, that ia jast what
you arc." " And you are another," cried tho
widow, looking from Mr. Richards to Miss
1 inchum; and as she spoke she rose from the
table, and, kicking her chair half across tho
room, floundered out of tho house, holding her
mourning shawl aud bonnet iu her hands; and
flamming tho gate behind her, and muttering
to herself, she disappeared in the darknees, for
it v*ae now night.

Seeing that her most formidable foe wan

gore. Miss I'inchum began to swallow her sobs,
and tho next moment removed the handkerchieffrom one eye, wbich she turned in mute

^ -A't?l^nientor as »bo
Ho was quietly partaking of his tea, and apparentlydid not obeorvc her; upon which, she

said, in faltering tones, she was not ftDgry, but
that she had her feelings hurt.

Still Mr. Richards maintained silence, or

conversed with Mrs. Haletoad. At this junoturotho lady rose, and, laying one hand playfullyon the shoulder of her patron, said, in
coaxing tones, " Come, Harry, forgivo me, and
let us kiss and be friends."

" I have no dosire to bo friends: indeed, after
your oonduot this evening, it is quito impossible.1 trust I shall bo ablo to find a housekeeperwho shall better understand h«r duties."
And turning to me, he spoke in a light and
lively vein, as though the embarrassing scene

through which we had passed was but tho
most trifling episode in an otherwiso most

agreeable occasion.
While we wore breakfasting at home, tho

following morning, and I relating to Charley
che pcer.o at the white !#>ueo the previous evening,wo noticed the widow Wilkinson crossing
our fields with an unusually hurried step, and
bearing a heavy bundle, which was swung on

a stick, over her shoulder.
"She is running away," said I, "to escape

mortification." Charley said she was probablycarrying homo some bundle of work ; but
ho looked anxiou*, and went to the window to

aesuro himself, as 1 thought, that Lucretia did
not accompany her.
"Good!" exclaimed I)oke, "I hope eho is

going away down the river;" rathor an equivocalterm to most persons, but to Doke it was

no vagary, and down tho river meant to the
end of the earth.

I asked what especial interest her movementswere to him ; upon which his wiry fingersbegan to twitch and twist curiously as he
answered, that she hud probably left some

good stuff in the cupboard at home, and that,
if so, he was the boy that would be grabbing
after it.

" Yee, Dokey. you have as good a right as

unvlmdi and there is no way but to look out
"*V J

for yourself in this world, and more especially
in this neighborhood," said Martha.
My father vonturcd the remark, that the

neighborhood was a very good one.timidly ho

spoke, nevertheless he did speak it.
"What do you say ?" exclaimed Martha,

thunderstruck.
" Nothing," replied my father ; and, leaving

his second cup of coffee untastcd, ho walked
out into the sunshine, and silently leaned
against the barn door.

Charley soon followed, for the widow's movementshad completely destroyed his appetite;
and I shortly aftor arose, indignant at the state

of things in geucral.
Charley, to say the least, was half in love

with Lucrctia Wilkinson, a simple-minded
child, unknowing her own heart, dependent,
inexperionoed, and in all ways unfitted to be
the mate of the self-distrustful and vacillating
Charley. 1 saw my last hope that he would
attain to a manly ambition, and claim and
occupy honorably a place in the world, vanishingaway. I saw my fathor growing old, alike
destitute of Belf-respoct and the respect of tbe
world.an honest, good man, but with no

thought to compel tbe fortune and the considerationthat como not of tbcmeclvos. Hetty 1
saw broken, in spirit and body, and Martha
dry as dust in the midst, with that hungry deiformity, Doke, prowling about tho premises,
eager as a hound that has jost struck the
eccnt.useless, troublesome.

Indignation against my own kindred rose

turbulent, and presently recoiled back upon
myself. "If it be so easy to bend oircuraetan-ccs, why sit I idle and ill-natured ? " I asked

> myself; "it is easy to sec wherein others fail
> of being what tbey might bo; it is easy to find

ways and means for every one but mysolf, and
> to mourn over what I consider failures and in-

completenesses; and am 1 not wasting time in

r thus deploring the waste others make of it? I
have spent years, already, in lamenting that 1
was not fitted by education for some higbei

r sphere of action, while I might have been
- striving to educato myself.negligent of whai

I might do, because I oould not do more. If 1
t have the fine capacities for wbioh I have giver
i myself credit, why do I not use them ? " Th<
3 result of these reflections was, that I myeel
e was the moet worthless drone of all, and tha'
1 I bai no right te live a harden to my father.
- useldhs to the world. 1 would appoint mysel
f a round of duties, and I would go through then
i hereafter with a martyr determination.
s would take up the inheritance to which I wai

bom, and try to adorn it, as best I could, with
an earnest and true life.

I arose, thinking 1 would leave visions behindme. 1 would plant some ilowcre about
the door.I would not ask Charley to trim up
the little shrubbery wo had; I already had
dono eo a thousand times, to no purpose; I
would do it myself, for in fancy it was an easy
thing; but, as I tried on my hood, oeme tbo
uncomfortable thought, "What if Mr. Riohardsshould eco mo at the servile work 1 propose? "

In vain I said, again, " What if he decs, foolishgirl.is it any difference?" In order to
huiuiliato myself to the position I was reeolved
to tako, or rather to bo content with, 1 placed
myself before the small broken looking-glass.
all the one wo had.and, pushing away my
long, heavy hair, looked cn myself with unmercifulscrutiny, saying, " Do I look liko a woman
to win admiration ? do I lock like a lady, ev6n ?
or do 1 not rather appear what I am.a rustic,
born of a rnco of rustics?" This crushing
truth came home to my convictions with an
awful reality; and with a heart as heavy a«

though 1 had given up my dead fur burial, I
was replacing my hood, when the faoe I had
been thinking of fronted mine in the lockingglassand turning, I answered, with subdued
and respectful civility, the lively, cheerful salutationsof Mr. Richards.
Mary Haletead's story was interrupted at

this point, by the coming of a rervaut with a

curd! Miss llals'ead glanced at it, and lazily
arcso, 6aying, " 1 suppewe I must see her." 1
asked whom wo woro to peo, as wo deeoendtd
to the parlor, and was informed that tho caller
was a Miss Mix, a great heiress whom Miss
lialstead had met during seme one of hor
Southern engagements.

She carao dashing forward on our entrance,
and kissed her friend with a smaok which
might have been heard across the street, and
held her hand and embraced hor in a ccauot-
tiehly petting manner, which contrasted strcnglywith the oold and stately bearing of the actress.

She was dressed with elaborate vulgarity,
delaying every possible variety of orntmcnt
which could be hung or fastened about her
meager and unattractive person. Ilor shawl
of camera hair she carelessly dropped on the
floor boaido her, and bo arranged other portionsof her dress as to exhibit the greatest
quantity of laco and jowclry ; but though the
kept Iter face shadowed with a veil, it was

quite obvious that eho had neither youth nor

beauty of which to bo proud, however much
money she might be mistress of.

But above all, her conversation showed her
to be the silliest aud vainest of her box.

Sho had left quito an assembly at lior hotel,
sho said, for the number of her friends and admirerswould hardly allow her to call a momenther own, and that Gov. , and SenatorD., and that the Hon. Mr. So aud-so had
all said to her, " My dear Mire Mix, why do
you loavo us ? you are tho life and light of us

all; do, dearest Miss Mix, return speedily/'
Sho managed to crowd into the talk of a few

minutes all the oomplimcnts sho had probably
received in tLo course of her life, and all with
the air and manner of one giving recitations
for the cntortainracnt of a party if m/nkeys,
if such a thing may be supposed. Her wr Iking,and talking, and fanning, and rcj>ctiticns
of "dear Miss Mix," were evidently, in her estimation,dono with stage effect. But as she
occupies a miner place in my story, 1 xuurt not
devote space to her.
A" she turned har head graoofully on one

shoulder and fanr.cd hereelf with the air of a

princess, carelessly holding hack ber curls with
her jewelled card case, I noticed that Mr.
had bocn previously saying soft nothings to
llotty, as 1 inferred from her blushing timidity,bent eaprply forward, as if fearful of losing
cna word of tho fine lady, as ho evidently supposeddear Mire Mix to bo; and though the
child continued talking, ho mado no reply.
Presently, with tho excuse cf exnnrning somethingon tho centre table, he came near, and
" with a greedy car devoured up her discourse,
greatly to the annoyance of Hetty, who, after
the failure of one or two simple arts to regain
his attention, slipped, unobserved, from the
room. In those mournful eyes, and in that abstraction,I read the ultimate secret of a commonbut sad history.
As Miss Mix left tho parlor, which she did

with unusual etyle and fljurish, she dropped
one of her white kid gloves.whether accidentally,I know not, but it w as a blessed opportunityfor Mr. Screwbard ; and, seizing the
trooeuro, ho presented it with a bow so low us

bo quite endanger his equilibrium, and, bogging
of tho actress a presentation, handed tho inflatedwoman to her carriage, with the etcn of
one dizzy with the height on which ho trod.

In his anxiety bo regain the glove, I noticed
something fall from his own hand, to which 1
directed the attention of my friend.
"Humph!" she exclaimed, with womanly

quickness apprehending ths truth, and taking
up the shining trifle, for it was Hetty's puree,
she held it up for a moment, and then deliberatelylaid it on tho tire. On the return 'of
Mr. Screwbard, he inquirod if it was probable
the diamonds worn by Mifs Mix wore really
f;enuine ; but Mies Halstead was so forbiddingystately, that ho prosently took leave, without
eo much as leaving his adieus fur Hetty.

Fur tha National Era.

A HOUSE SCENE.

pt karl 6loamiv.

'Twa* a bitter night.tha froit spirit ahrtekea

In tho earth and air on high
And the clouds soemed froie, like a mantling shroud,
To tho stars that goromed the sky ;

And the wind's whistling wciixl sytoke of icy cares,

Whose breath strikes a blight to ail life that it lares.

But the bojs cared not, for the kitchen fire
Charmed all frosts that darei intrude;

And the bojs' wild glee wonld have charmed the
winds,

In tho roughest solitude i

80 tho boys and the fire laughed merrily,
While the froet-winds raged over land and sea.

Vermont, 1854.

Many of those noble Democrats from the
non-elsveholding States, in both Houres of Congrew,who, in the face of threats and denunciation^bravely met the issue, and gave their votes
for tho Nebraska bill, mu*t make up their
minds to face a storm. Tho Whiga, tho FreeSoilers,and tho Abolitionists, have conspired
against them. They are moving heaven and
earth to defeat them. We feel for thcee patiiotfia solicitude that we cannot well express.

Washington Sentinel.
O don't bo at all diitrc?acd about them They

will be taken caro of. Do you not remembor
the direct promise held out by your neighbor ol
the Union, while the Nebraska bill was pending,that, if any Northern Democratic supporterof it should, in consequence of his support,
be prostrated by his constituents, President
Puree tcould come with th; patronage of thi
Government to his rescue ?

Surely you know this, Mr. Sentinel. Shod
no tears, then, for the Northern Nebraska men

in Congress. No one knows better than your
self what a great tbing Government patronagt
is for the relief of human distresses. Mahomet
promised his followers, that those of them wh<
loll in battle should go straight to the delicious
heavon which he portrayed to their imagina

f tions, and President Pierce tells his Nebraska
. ites that all such of them as fall before th<

; wrath of the people shall enter straightway
l into the paradise of public cffice.

[ Louisville Journal.
i
> Colonization.The Virginia Colonisation
f ista notice the fact that the heirs of a gentle
t man in Virginia, lately deceased, wish, in 00m

- plianca with the wishes of their testator, to sen<

f 48 negrces to Liberia in November. These poc
1 pie will not be freed unless monoy fir thei
I transportation can be raisod from private dc

nations. They are appraised at $25,000.

For the National Bra

SELFISH GRIEF;
OB, THE M0THEH8 KEVEBIB.

BT »A LI.lt LAKMAN.

I stood by my Lilian's grave in desp'iir. (JoJ
had taken from mo what ho had onco so kindlygiven, and my heart did not even thank him
for the j»Tf oionn loan.

" Would 1 had died "with her ! " I raid, as I
eank upon tho grots, wet with the failing dew, j
and withering under tlic ruthless hand of au- Jtumn.

hi ono half hoar, what a world of life teem°d
l>ef>ro mo. I was again a oare!e«-> school girl, jromping, gaining, and laughiug lightly, an it
life had no future cares, no deeper j'ye, no
crushing eorrowa.
The old mansion at Clifton Hal! ruse on my

sight, towering majestically above the tall
trees with which it was darkly shaded,
Our matron war there, with her eagle glance,her short, thick, unyielding figure, her Ann

tread iod:e%ting tho resolution with which she
was abundantly gifted.

I was a pale, s!cnd«r school-girl, shrinkingbeneath her guio, and clinging to roy outlier
with a tenacity not eaeiiy resisted. But at
leDgtb, one after another of my future companionsappear in the bull, and catch u glance
at tboir new ocmrude ; then I gather strength
and only with to bo hIolo with them, and out
of tho sight of that fcharp-cytd teacher.

ftjy room u a »mu!l one, and tho lo-ioteid
proportioned to its iho, id neatly hung with
fink ohinti.

" You aro to keep your drawers nicelyj" the
matron says, and 1 timidly ansa or, Yob,
ma'am ; " nut as I have never kept an article
for myself, I do not evoa dream that such care
on my pajt ia among tho possibilities cf life.
There is a large card hung up in my room,

and on it I am directed to read, carefully,
twenty four regulations relating to "Clifton
Hall." The garden is paradisiacal, and, like its
original, bears the finest fruit.this the young
Eves must not touch, on pain of somo lesser
evil than that which bcfel their illustrious
mother, ages beforo.

This was among a list of command", longer,
a great deal, than !b<*j of tho mora! law, in
which 1 had been religiously instructed ; and I
fancied that they were only indircot guides to
n course of decant beliovianr, not cx]>ccted to
bo literally fulfilled. In this I woe mistaken,
as I had oooasiou afterwards to realiae, wbilo
doirg penance in no apartment built upon the
hoato top, and closely guarded by iron fastenings.

But our matron v. ae not always severe, and
I was not always disobedient. There were
hours.but thoy were sunset ones, and, of
coum^, quickly pa»f.when I dreamed of attainp-bleperfection. 1 was to grow very g>od,
shine liko tho snn at noonday, and paB6 array
like himself, at last, gh>rioa«!y.
At such times 1 was aScno, and ths spirits

which Hit among shadowu wero the only souls
that knew my thoughts or breathed them
Candle light and companions brought a reaction,and the genius of (un and mischief often
iorc nio do; until nuanignt etui ana fojciuu
hour Lade it begone.

Rut tboro came a fearful day.the one on
which "Agnes" died, a religious devotee, who
had lived among us her still, blameless life
by day, and told Jvt Maritt on her waxen
beads at night. ,

She was never nnamiablc to me; yot I knew
that I had often grieved her pious heart by
thoughth is levity on tho subjaot of her faith.
And yet, as 1 sometimes followed her to tho

liltlo chapel where P«re Clerc awaited her
altar, over wbtcn "nwug- ji- tyiwift^01**Ant*-»
said, " Agnes hae religion of some sort; I have
none."

bho lav for wc^ka in the "rick clumber,"
pupportod by pillows as colorless as her own

pa'e face; but oe she wci seldom alone, and tho
Doctor forbade ail excitement, 1 dared not ventureto cross its threshold often standing longinglywithout, while no one bade mo enter.
One morning, however, I r llowed Pere Clerc,

determined that I would not be excluded alwaysfrom Agnes's chamber.
I hastily concealed myself within the densely

folded curtains, and beard what was not intendedfor merely mortal ears.Agnes'a last
confession.

" Holy Father, one sin bordens my heart.
I have never told you before, that a Dun s life
seems to ino unendurable. I love my homo, its
attractions.above all, I love ono to a horn, from
my youth, I havo been ardor.tly dovotei.and
yet you tell me that I must givs up all these
for heaven. 1 want both oarlb and Dles»cdn<*M
hereafter. Hae God given us all these things,
and may wo not love them?" How I trembled,with mingiod emotions of r ago and pity
ae 1 heard Pare Clerc say. in solemn, yes, awful
tones, " If any man come to me, and hate not
his father, and mother, and wile and children,
and brethren and sisters, yea, and his own life
also, he oannot be my disciple."

a ! 1? i Via.l nnavlr ntrlft*.mf>H Vttlf
IJJfAJVllkW. a ua>u VKsmimj v*vm»..Uv« ,

th« remembrance of niv position quieted me,
nnd this alone kept buck the st< rm of indignationgathering fiercely in my heart.
Wncn ho had goDS, I stole softly from my

hiding-place. The ejus of poor Aguea were

closed, and her life moved as if in pruyor.
How 1 pitiad her! How I longed t) toll her
what I knew of my religion.that it was love.
lovo supremo to God.love quenckUu towards
man. " Why does that hateful priest wish to
torment this dying girl?'' I neked, audibly.
Agnce opened her eyes in wonder, at my

profanity.
u Don't feel badly," 1 said, taking tho sick

girl's hand, " I did not with to trouble you, Agnts,but 1 long to ourafort you '

She laid her band upon my lips, and crowed
herself devoutly.

" Vou are very ill," I said, when ft few momentshad elapsed.
llor lips trembled, and an expression of tho

deepest sorrow was visible on brr features,
whilo it moved strongly my young heart, for I
had seen but few exhibitions of grief in iuy short
and sunny life.

"1 must die; but you, 1 trust, will live long
and happily "

" You don't know that you will die.perhaps,
if you proy, God will hear you, and save your
life."

"i hare no one to live for but mjsclf," she
eaid, sorrow fully, "yet tho thought of leaving
life in nut pleasant. I feel sorrowful and fearful,too," she eaid, faintly.

" O, Agnes! if I were such a saint as you
are, 1 should not be afraid. Mother says, 'good
people go to heaven when they die,' and that
it is a great d^«l hotter placo than this world."

"I havo tri<*d to bo good, and have dono
penance cold nights in winter, wh'lo the gills
of my own age were sleeping quietly in their
snug beds; yet I havo never Letn happy ; there

f is a load here," she said, laying her hand upon
her heart, and looking wildly at me.in another
moment she sprang from the bed.

1 called for help, and, whoa the attendant
Tfcfl whnlfl house W.1S
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na atiil aa death alone could hush it; and from
an unobserved corner I watched Pire Clcrc, a*

i he anointed the dying girl, and prayed over

her, with apparent unction.
f*ho censed to breatho, and I hurried from

J the room, wbilo fctrangora performed the last
t offices for ono of their own order.
) But when all was ovor, and Agnes lay alone
s in a dsrkoned apartment, lit only with waxen
- candles, I looked onco more upon the face of
- death. Tho expiemion was not ye; Lx.d, and
3 etiil wore the tracts of sp.rit-eorrovr.
J A btrange trembling oanie ovor rue; I tried

to move, but could not. I only remember that
Pere Clerc boro me away.

I was laid boDca'h my own cbiuta curtains,
. and, under the inflaencu of a narcotic, tlopt
i. long and peacefully.

I awoke to hear tho tread of atrangors, and,
i rising from my bod, watched the long coffin,
k borne on mens shoulders, and foliowed by
r boys bearing waxen candloe, until it vanished
k from sight among the thick trees about Cliftoa

Hall.
tr

I tot.k from my besom a small golden oruoifix.thelast gift of Agnes to Julia D., and o»»o
which 1 had worn sometime* as an ornament.
1 remembered th-n its story, and that a en ffor- I
er once died a strange mysterious death upon
one of the Mmc 1> m. "That sufferer wis

Agnes n friend, I .iid, in i :. s 1 i'v, " and
ho will sate her."
********

Again I wna at my own bridal. I looked
fair aud fragile beneath a snowy veil and a
wreath of orange Moes< tun as 1 lei.nsd on the
a_m of one, fine-looking and insnly.

1 heard l.'.tlu of the service, but I knew that
I was his own 1' r ii: an1 v. ,'b ;t »: ug fur
the future, folt glau : rd b.ij y
Some « f my schoolmate* were near ino, and

I did not then Jeel that 1 had left them.forc\er!
Life seemed to mo all cansiiine, and over its

future rcBted no darkening cloud*.
My hucV-nd'a h -mo and mino was a ret I- 1

one, fa* fiota th< bu-y haunts » f r .ma. and « »
th'B account i wm only tbo more happy ; lor
lis tl.cn seemed ail uiy owu. ;
We read together; aDd will® engaged in

his own studio, I was only a quiet creauire,
It*

uweiiinc ID i.v.* F j MR :

5-- mctiuiMth'; biu-y tread of thehoui.-kcper
broke on my ear, und muuuad rue of my
proper Lut wi rk had no charms f r

me, and body and npirit both kept coo 1 eg, delightfulholyday.
At ia;t Charl.d became V.ick'y, and the daily

hoc tie on his cbook startisd arid alarmed run.
I'm ev >. ! right, ' r* Agu.-'.» ! di
beer..etrangrlyco! Could I o.-vu-ect death
with a!l tli,.t was meat di_ar to mo in lile ?
Could I wear uv.uy existence without its only
objectf
Ah ! I La i made ona long, fearful mistake,

and Ji-< ur 1 it ?u : y. I 1. \d poured tL
dec. >.Jf c* u of y 1, -rt in a breaking,
exhausting receiver, sua left a world of human
hearts uru.ved. S»i<h idolatry G.d «xu»d not
pardon in a heaven-destined soul.
My light went out, ana for weeks ail was

utter darkness.
But I awoke, and a young creature nestled

be.id. mo it v.-. t»i7 Lib; <« 1 h 1 given
mo a precious gift, and bade n:o to keep it
safe acd pure h>r him. And this, in ail rny
woman's ucahnsr , i tried to do
Months rul'ed away before my baho spoke.

that fir«t word was " father.-"' I bad taught
her this before his almost living picture, aud
she bud learned, while looking ut it, t-j olap
her tir-y h vni!:^ with joy.
When sh* w*s three years old, I told her

much about (led, and the coir it-world whieh
lies about us all. Hew there were other souls
broatL'mg near her, besides her own.souls
good and bad, wnstiicg for victory.

Strangers raid my " mind was di.=fa-ed,"
that 1 " thought only or the do ul," and that
Lilian would be crazed !" But this was not so.

My child loved me. bus not mo alono. she
li ved ail! One bright sunbeam was her r-hort
life.r. evift r.: i sudden translation her early
death.
She faded so gentiy. that, as the flower closes

at even to open at morn, bo slept Lilian, to
awaken amid the glorios of an ctcrual sun,
and know i.o weariness.
My hnnc w \? then beside her grave, and I

Snorted a p>ar«.sgo to the mysterious dwellingplaceof those 1 loved.
The crosd, which Agnes had given mo in

earlier and hotter days, ehcuo above my hoar',
but not yet in it; and as i gazed upua its briL
Liancy, I thought long and deeply of it." mean*
ing J he words, " If one died lor all. then were

all dead,'' cams ti my mind with now p-.wcr,
nnd 1 thought of its passport for ali beli»»rt-"
'nojio' rA, »i»o miVtcuiuj', om, and QClo

and "tood over the gra-.f where i>.y child wan.

I was comforted and ve* rcrroachod for a louz

do Pomethmg UIIJ en '':i» ii' t uo, ana uius cr.
' gulf the p^rty into d.faculties, where no aid
can reach them. There csems to be a kind of
dictatorial spirit growing aiuoug soma who
hare heretofore boon regarded as the leaders
of the Democratic party j and they say now,
'you shall think as wo do, or we will read you
out.' Who thall thick and prenoribe action
for the people, who are the Gjvernmrnt? No
one. Is anybody lees a Democrat and lover of
his country, because he does not fully agree
with those whom he assisted to elevate to power? Is this the basis of his Democracy, that he
should submit without dofenoo to tho preacribied political cetlon? Tn's is tyranny j and It in
tyranny that the Democrats h»ta''

and selfish worship of i.iy o* u loves, and my
U»i j'c.fulrv.fH of otiu-i.s
A wail, sudden and childlike, broke on niy

oar. I turned, and took to niy embrace two
motherless orphans. Tbo girl, with sunny hair
and loTcly ringlets, was my tecond Lilian.the
boy wns my little Charlie.
They had lived lowly and decently at home ;

they l.ved richly with me.
l/fc changed ilw face.there wero no longer

a few for me to love, hut many. 1 did not forgetthe past, but I Darned Icsons of't for the
luturo.

Aly children grow up. The boy wad bigh«tin- 'I. but voided V- g .i :1 -i«i». a.. 1
bacamo a noble man. He called iuo " mother ;''
and while I leaned on «.;,o so; ; r.tiog ur:u,
Lilian hung on tho other. She was not beautifulin 1 dure. but loving and 1< vc'y.
A stranger saw this, and wlieu my own Li!ianhad 1 «. n buried four' ?u auanners, he a !

ded mysecondHerchildren grew cp around ma. and I
loved to bear tho pra'.tlcis say grandma " to
the old lady, whom they dearly loved.

Charles brought me. in due time, another
daughter; and now, while I am wasting away,
my children are strengthening in life.

SeatcJ in my arm-chair, tho past eomcs up
1 "fire m * n-. t o-Ji «r:d duk as it d.d
about ny first l. liaa's grave.
My own (' < i tu.\- is v. : a v-u»fc*

man, whilo 1 era obi nr.d withered.
S.,.niet!U* i vvi-.li that 1 ha. 1 1 vith bus

and been »!»»>« youig th-vi I oic a of a*
land whi re el'Bug > and u / <« i t, wi»e»o
iny Charles and Lis I. linn have found for years
their nappy, j >1-1 h-one. and iti ki. wl.:d/»
are older than I. Oaee, I was wedded to two
objects of hope and love; now. I am a lo\er of
(tod's croatores ovcrywhere, acd live to pray
for a sin suffering world, with trembling
tongue. Soou that will bo silent in death : yet
will my heart born, amid those of angels, with

^uenohlera leva.

Dkmocract.What is It?.Docs it consist
in adhesion to party loaders, in utter disregard
of principles ? This is tbo ipjaston which
above all others egituh ^tho uiiads of tho Dom- ,

ccratlo pressoa in Indiana. The Stala Sentinel
and the recent State Convention whith met at

Indianopoiis, endorse tho Nebraska bill, and
make its support a te«t of party fealty. Tho
f afiiyotto Courier republishes tho resolutions
of the Indiana Democratic State Convention, .1
which net in 1849, declaring it »o be the duty
nf Congress to prevent the introduction into oil
Territorus whero it did not then exist, with
iV.a rf Wm. .1 Hrown now cditcr of the
State Sentinel, to tlio tficot that ho had "alwaysLeon opposed to the cxh urion of Slavery,"'and pertinently neks, if this was true

Dcmocratio doctiino in lS4'i( why a different
doctrine should bo proclaimed a* Democracy
in 1854 ? Great efforts havo been mado by
the fr;end» of the Nebraska bill tJ break
down tho Cowiet, for its out-sj»oien boldnees

against this in^asuro; but wo aro pleaeed to

see that tho people are rallying to its support.
Tho Woodford county (Ind.) Ai thus definesits views of Democracy : *

"Tho fundamental principles of Democracy
need no unreasonable tc-ts applied, for it deals
out equal and exaoi justice to all men. The
continual dc:*iro to do somotbicg which has not
been dono. is vary dangerous, for the Very reasonthat such ambitious poiitoiane aro apt to
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